LIVING BIOGRAPHIES OF FAMOUS AMERICANS

commission, Wendell was ordered back to Virginia. Months of
guerilla warfare, stalking unseen enemies through swamp and
forest. Half-starved, ragged, sleepless men dragging out a night-
mare existence. At times Wendell was not sure that he actually
lived. The horrors of the campaign stood out as something apart
from himself, while he moved as an automaton through the
ghastly days and nights. It seemed to be Wendell's fate never to
participate fully in a battle. At the very next open contact with
the foe, a bullet through his neck brought quick oblivion. As he
lay among the wounded on the field, the surgeons refused to
treat him. They considered him too far beyond help. It was only
the persistence of a friend, aided by a farmer's boy, that saved
Captain Holmes. Together they carried him to a farmhouse and
insisted on his receiving treatment before his life gave out.

Once more in Boston, in the neat white bed, Wendell's lips
were forever sealed upon the horror he had witnessed. Not even
Fanny could reach him now. To visitors he had but one com-
ment. "War is an organized bore," he said. True to form, Doc-
tor Holmes had written an article in which he described his
search for his son among the wounded. His photographic mind
had reconstructed in minute detail the after-battle scenes. Wen-
dell fumed inwardly at this indignity, making apology to his sol-
dier friends. Most of all he resented the fact that his father had
pictured him as a hero. He felt very far from heroic, and he knew
that his companions in arms would feel a like resentment at
their being paraded before the public view. Back with his regi-
ment once more, Wendell kept his troubles and his thoughts to
himself. The Doctor's hurt was sore. Wendell never wrote to him.
The rift between father and son had widened, past all bridging.

A Lieutenant Colonel now, Wendell had the bearing of an of-
ficer. His voice had gained that authority which causes men to
obey instinctively. At Alexandria, on the eve of a decisive battle,
President Lincoln stood viewing the field, a tempting target.
"Get down, you fool!" Wendell shouted. The President threw
himself down without a moment's delay. Later he congratulated